THE WHITE EVENT: On March 2, 2006, the sky ignited in a startling celestial phenomenon. In its wake, 
ahandful of people ascended to the superhuman condition. 


This was not the first event of its kind, nor was it the first time humanity had come face-to-face with 
superhumanity. 
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Che year is 2689 B.C. 
Slayer King Starr strides along a corridor within 


Zardath, the shining city attended by guards. 
His chief advisor walks ahead of him, turning 
back with nervous gestures to explain a new 
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fearful eyes of Crull. He understands at last that 
the warning shall be delivered despite his schemes. 
He must now either flee or face the fury of Starr: 


Slayerking of Zardath. 
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